Gustave Flaubert Letters

ugly world, an enormous world which Is perhaps the world of
the future. The first time that I lunched there, I thought all
the time of America, and I wanted to speak like a negro.

LVI.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CKOISSET

Nohant, 9 May, 1867
Dear friend of my heart,

I am well, I am at work, I am finishing Cadio. It is warm,
I am alive, I am calm and sad, I hardly know why. In this
existence so even, so tranquil, and so gentle as I have here, I
am in an element that weakens me morally while strengthening
me physically; and I fall into melancholies of honey and roses
which are none the less melancholy. It seems to me that all
those I love forget me, and that it is justice, because I live a
selfish life having nothing to do for any one of them.

I have lived with tremendous attachments which overwhelmed
me, which exceeded my strength and which I often used to
curse. And it happens that having nothing more to carry them
on with, I am bored by being well. If the human race went on
very well or very ill, one would reattach oneself to a general
interest, would live with an idea, wise or foolish. But you see
where we are now, you who storm so fiercely against cowards.
That disappears, you say? But only to recommence! What
kind of a society is it that becomes paralyzed in the midst of
its expansions, because tomorrow can bring a storm? The
thought of danger has never produced such demoralizations.
Have we declined to such an extent that it is necessary to beg
us to eat, telling us at the same time that nothing will happen
to disturb our digestion? Yes, it is silly, it is shameful. Is it
the result of prosperity, and does civilization involve this sickly
and cowardly selfishness?
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